CHAPTER 149 


September 18, 2011 


“Looking for someone?” 


Justin had been asking around the street when he was approached by Kurt, a 
curious expression on his face as he wondered what the hell Justin was doing asking 
every single human being in sight about whatever it was he needed. Kurt knew 
Justin well enough to know he hated strangers, if not outright feared them. There 
was nothing scarier than a man whose motivations are not out there on a table, 
than not knowing whether the man you look in the eye was your friend or your 
worst enemy. Justin jumper a bit, startled by Kurt pretty much sneaking up right 
behind him to interrogate him on why he was interrogating every one with a mouth 
and ears. 


“Jesus Kurt, don’t sneak up on me like that!” Justin shouted with startlement, 
clutching at the spot on his chest where his heart was. It took him a minute of deep 
breathing before he was able to fully regain his composure. He shook his head a bit, 
still speaking in between deep breaths, as though struggling to get air into his chest 
after Kurt had scared the living shit out of him. “Yes, actually. | am. You have no 
idea how hard it is looking for someone you don’t know a thing about.” Justin 
grunted with slight annoyance at how terribly slow paced their investigation was 
going. Kurt raised his eyebrow with curiosity. 


“Why would you want to look for a person you don’t even know?” He questioned 
with puzzlement. He couldn’t think of very many reason someone would look for 
someone they had little to no information on; but going around asking random 
people on the street didn’t seem like an effective way of going about it. He did 
briefly wonder if this had anything to do with that shadow and persona bullcrap, and 
he was right in that regard, but he figured it wasn’t really worth it to bring up 
shadows. That would just turn all the attention around on him, how he wasn’t 
human and all’a that bullshit. 


“It’s uh... complicated.” Justin rubbed at the back his neck as he spoke. It wasn’t 
like he couldn’t tell Kurt about the Midnight Channel and the kidnappings; after all, 
he already knew about the other world. It was just a matter of whether or not he’d 
want to involve Kurt into the matter. Justin wasn’t really concerned about Kurt’s 
safety or anything like that; after all he was a shadow, and a twenty year old one at 
that. He was probably at a lot less of a risk than any of the investigation team was 
at the very least. It was just... Did he really want to drag Kurt back to what he had 
escaped from years ago? That he was still slowly trying to crawl away from, deny 
the existence of. 


“Do you know their name at least?” Kurt questioned with interest. He’d like to think 
he knew almost everyone around town by this point, even the kids. It was a small 
town, and his business did revolve around him needing to know the difference 
between a customer and an undercover cop. He knew a thing or two about the 
people living around here, and who knows. Maybe he knew who it was Justin was 
looking for. 


“Naoto Shirogane. She’s that high-school detective they’ve been talking about on 
the news non-stop lately.” Justin rolled his eyes a bit. It annoyed him to think that 
someone like Naoto was getting fame and attention, especially for taking credit for 
something she didn’t do. She was probably just doing it to get the killer’s attention, 
sure, but she could have thought of a number of other things to say rather than 
claiming she was what had brought the case to an end. Kurt’s eyebrows shot up 
almost immediately. Oh he knew who he was talking about alright, and quite 
frankly, he wasn’t sure why Justin would want to track down someone like that. 


“You mean the detective-prince right?” Kurt questioned, raising his index finger ina 
pointing gesture, eyes wide as he spoke. Justin nodded as he slipped his hands into 
his pockets, keeping his hands snuggly against his hips as he listened to Kurt. “Yeah 
| know him; he came to me asking a shit ton of questions.” Kurt groaned with 
annoyance. He could tell that Naoto was a copper from a mile away, despite how 
she had insisted otherwise; you just don’t ask the kinds of questions she was asking 
without having intent of putting someone in cuffs. Justin raised his eyebrow with 
curiosity. 


“...What kind of questions?” Justin inquired. He had a pretty good idea in all 
honesty. Let’s face it, Kurt had a connection with Justin and Maya, plus he was 
illegally selling smokes to minors. Sounded like she was either getting the lowdown 
on Maya or she was trying to get Kurt into cuffs. Both equally shitty ideas if she 
knew what was good for her. 


“Exactly what you’d expect.” Kurt remarked, crossing his arms as he leaned up 
against the wall behind him. “Mostly trick questions trying to get me to slip up and 
admit I’ve been selling cigarettes to minors. I’m old enough to buy cigarettes for 
myself of course, so they have to prove | have intent to distribute, and | only keep a 
few cartons on me at any time so they best they can do is get a confession out of 
me.” Kurt chuckled a bit at his own cleverness, how he was able to outsmart the 
police on their own game. “Besides from that... Something about Maya | think. 
Wanted to know what my relationship was with her and all of that crap. And then he 
started asking me about some fire in California. By this point I’m just like ‘what the 
fuck are you talking about?’ You should have seen her when | told her | wasn’t 
answering anymore of her questions; he threw a fit. You’d think he was a child with 
the way he was acting.” 


Justin groaned a bit as Kurt mentioned the fire. Looked like Naoto might have known 
a little more about Maya’s crime than she should have; and that concerned him. 
There was no evidence left behind to tie her to the crime, but... Could Naoto still put 
her in cuffs? Was she that hot on her trail that she was going to do with the police 
have failed to for two years? Justin wouldn’t let her. Still, despite the unsettling 
news about Naoto and her investigation into Maya’s crimes, it was apparently clear 
that Kurt knew about her, and he knew more than enough. Justin rubbed at his chin 
for a moment, contemplating the situation. He wasn’t sure if what he was about to 
propose was good idea... but he decided to do it anyway. Justin thought Kurt could 
handle knowing what they did; the nature of their business. He DESERVED to know 
after all they had put him through. 


“.,.Kurt, are you busy right now?” 
“Not really, why?” 


“Come with me, | need your help with something.” 


“What is this place?” 


Thanks to character testimony on behalf of Kurt, Rise was able to find Naoto quicker 
than a roadrunner on rocket propelled rollerblades. Of course, everyone was a little 
concerned about bringing Kurt into this, both into the television again and into the 
case, but Kurt didn’t need to convince them much that he was okay with being 
there. Even with Kurt’s confirmation that he was okay helping out with whatever it 
was they needed, the group was having some trouble deciding whether it was worth 
it to tell him what they did. Sure, they could use all the help they could get; but did 
they really want to bring a shadow into this? One who was barely holding onto his 
sanity and humanity after being informed he was nothing but a duplicate of the real 
Kurt? It took some debate, but the investigation team decided to explain everything 
to Kurt; what a persona was, about the midnight channel, about its connection with 
the murders, about shadows and this world that existed in the television screen. 
Filling him in on what they did was a little... awkward, what with them all being 
teenagers and all. Kurt seemed kind of opposed to kids that age doing something as 
reckless as trying to catch a murderer. But he conceded once he realized that with 
their power, they were the only ones that could go through the television screen, 
the only ones that could do this. Plus, it seemed at least half of them claimed to 
have been rescued by the others, by the ones using Persona... Even Justin. 


No, Kurt wasn’t for children getting involved with killers; but it seemed that with the 
power of Persona... or maybe even a shadow, they were the only ones that could. 
And given that they had saved five lives, if you counted Maya’s bullet wound, it 
seemed that perhaps he should trust them to be able to do this, to take the 
responsibilities that only they could bear. That didn’t mean that a bunch of 


teenagers should be running around putting themselves in harm’s way, especially 
when there was someone like Kurt who could watch over them; keep them from 
doing anything stupid. And so, he did what no one expected of him. He volunteered 
his services; pledging himself to help them in any way he could. Now, we all know 
Justin flipped when he heard that; he was always vocally against brining anyone 
else into their team of investigators, and sure, he had noble reasons for doing so, 
but alas Kurt didn’t need protection. He was an adult capable of making his own 
decisions. And last he checked, he was four years older than Justin AND the only 
adult here; so he had no say on the matter. 


Well, the others were a little more accepting of his assistance, and again, after so 
more debate on the matter, it was eventually decided that Kurt could come with 
them; at least this once. Call it a trial period, see if it didn’t scare the ever living shit 
out of him. There was one condition though, Kurt needed to be able to defend 
himself; he needed to either have a weapon or a persona. Or both. Well, he didn’t 
have a weapon, he WAS a pacifist after all. So the next best option was to see if he 
could summon a Persona; if shadows COULD even do that. The group slowly showed 
him how to do it through example, summoning their own Personas. Kurt... was a 
little scared shitless in all honesty. He had seen Rise’s Persona earlier, and that was 
frightening enough, but seeing everyone else summon there’s? Nothing seemed 
scarier to him than teenagers summoning big ass demons from some... astral 
trading card. One by one, they all summoned a Persona... except for Maya. Kurt 
raised his eyebrow with confusion. 


“W-Where’s yours?” Kurt stuttered a bit, still staring in awe at the huge figures of 
the personas floating above him. They didn’t attack or move, only stared. Hell, 
Justin’s Persona tried to light up his toothpick like a cigarette, so used to having to 
do it with anything that was sticking out of his mouth. That was concerning, but kind 
of humorous at the same time; especially when Justin flipped his shit, lecturing his 
Persona like a dog who shit in the house. Not a smart move when your Persona has 
a flamethrower. Maya’s face turned a little red, averting eye contact for a moment 
before shrugging. 


“I... don’t have one.” Maya admitted, somewhat embarrassed. She had the power of 
her Persona, but she did not have a Persona itself; and that always seemed to make 
her feel bad. She was the first in their group to go through the television, and yet 
she still was being dragged behind the others, not harnessing the true power of her 
emotions. Kurt raised his eyebrows with startlement. He was told there were only 
two conditions someone could enter a television, and if it wasn’t because she had a 
persona... 


“Wait, if you can only enter a television if you have a Persona, or if you’re a 
shadow... does that mean...?” Kurt began to question. Maya’s eyes widened a bit 
with panic. Kurt never knew he was a shadow; and while she seemed confident she 
was pretty damn human, the thought of also being a shadow was pretty damn 


frightening. Especially when she had a near-death experience with her shadow as it 
was. Her gaze shot over to the others, hoping they might no. Yu just shook his head 
though. 


“Your blood was red when you got shot; you’re in the clear.” Yu reassured her, 
holding his palm up as though to stop her in her tracks. Maya sighed with great 
relief, griping at her chest where her heart had been racing a thousand miles an 
hour. Truth was, no one knew how Maya had been able to get into the television 
without Persona; same could probably be said of Yu as well. So when Kurt had put 
forth a perfectly logical explanation as to why... Well she panicked. She was just 
happy to see it was just a disproven theory. “Maya’s a bit of a special case. She’s 
kind of like our medic; she does this weird shit with her eyes and she can cast 
healing spells.” Yu tried to explain in the best terms he possibly could WITHOUT 
having Maya demonstrate. It did take a lot out of her, and it did require her to break 
someone’s fucking leg, so it wasn’t worth it. 


“It’s... Not weird... Is it?” Maya remarked with embarrassment. Different, sure, but 
not weird... right? Yosuke shook his head at her, a wide grin on his face all the while 
as he tried to reassure her concerns. Seemed Yu's explanation had put to ease 
some worries but raised others. Still, Maya sighed again with relief as she got 
confirmation that her... powers were not weird, just a little out of place. Kurt sighed 
a bit as he repositioned himself, breathing deep in and out as he faced away from 
the group. 


“Alright... How’s this work?” Kurt questioned shakily, positioned to try and do 
whatever it was the others had been doing with those astral cards they had been 
shooting from their wrists, kicking and smashing them to summon those... things. 
Justin slowly made his way to his side, getting up close like a father would when 
teaching his son to shoot a gun, steadying his hand and making sure he knew how 
to hold his breath as he squeezed. 


“Alright, it’s a little tricky when you first do it, but here’s what you do.” Justin 
remarked, standing just next to Kurt’s shoulder, eyeing where he wanted Kurt to 
aim his powers. “Hold out your hand.” He ordered Kurt. Kurt swallowed a bit, fearful 
of what he might be able to unleash, before shakily raising his arm to point at a far 
off railing in the distance. “Alright, now this might sound a little strange, but what | 
want you to do is focus all of your emotion into your finger tips, whatever your 
feeling, focus it all to the muscles there. And then, just say ‘Persona.’ If you have 
one, one of those tarot cards will appear. And then you just smash it.” Justin nodded 
with encouragement before backing up. Kurt took a deep breath, biting his bottom 
lip for a moment as he gained his composure, trying to focus all his energy, all his 
emotions. And more importantly, he had to make sure he thought positive about all 
of this. If a Persona was based on emotions, he didn’t want the Persona to go ona 
rampage. 


“,.Persona.” Kurt whispered, calling out to his inner ego. Only, nothing happened. 
No card shot out from his sleeve to where his hand was, no demonic warrior from 
his soul floated above his skull. He simply stood there, looking like a mad man with 
his hand extended as he tried to summon something that wasn’t there. “...Persona. 
Persona. Persona?” Kurt tried again and again to get it to appear, but nothing 
happened. Justin shook his head a bit, slowly reproaching Kurt. He wasn’t sure if he 
was doing it wrong, or if he never had one to begin with. And that was going to be 
problematic. 


“Alright, how were you focusing your feelings? Were you just tensing up the 
muscles, or...?” Justin began, examining Kurt’s posture, everything about him. It 
might have simply been that he wasn’t emotionally charged enough to summon a 
Persona, that he wasn’t putting enough feeling in it. His emotions couldn’t form his 
inner alter ego if there was no emotion there. Kurt slowly turned his gaze to Justin 
shrugging a bit as though he doubted the problem was what he was doing. Justin 
sighed a bit. “Well this is going to be a prob...lem..” Justin began to speak, but then 
his eyes caught a glance at Kurt’s hand. 


His veins slowly turned a sickly black, and from the edge of his sleeve, slowly 
emerged the shape of thorns and vines. Kurt hadn’t really noticed until Justin 
started to stare, but when he did, all he could do was watch with great confusion 
and fascination. The thorns slowly grew into leaves, and from the palm of his hand, 
a black rose, dark, yet oh so beautiful. As the form of the flower slowly reached 
maturity, the two couldn’t help but stare at each other with confusion. 


“Kurt... What exactly were you thinking?” Justin questioned with fascination and 
great confusion. Kurt slowly crouched down to his knees, slipping the flower from 
his hand, leaving it on the ground beneath him. The thorns that had been running 
up his arm dissolved into thin air, yet the flower continued to sit there, blooming as 
though it had been planted in a garden. By all accounts, Kurt had just created life. 
Kurt stared with curiosity, tapping the black flower gently with his foot to see if this 
was some sort of trick. It was not. 


“I... was just trying to think positive. | was a little afraid of what was going to 
happen, so | figured if | just kept a positive outlook...” Kurt hesitatingly admitted, 
some what ashamed that a grown man like him was afraid of this stuff when these 
teenagers didn’t so much as flinch. Justin twisted his head to the side, staring at the 
flower with curiosity as it slowly began to wither away, quickly running through all 
of its life cycle. It took a moment before the flower was gone and dead, and his eyes 
found their way back up to Kurt. 


“.,.Kurt, | want to try something. | want you to do the same thing, but this time, | 

want you to get angry.” Justin ordered. Kurt passed Justin a look of great concern; 
very much afraid of whether that was a good idea. They clearly didn’t know what 
was going on here, and he didn’t want to do anything that might hurt someone. 


Besides, he wasn’t a very angry man. Justin just nudged his head towards the 
railing, ignoring Kurt’s concerns. He sighed, holding his breath before extending his 
hand again, trying to think of something that would piss him off. It was hard, but he 
eventually manage to get the blood in his veins to heat up like a supernova, his 
head tense with adrenaline and anger. He was about to shout out for his Persona 
again, but it seemed that his Persona was all but non-existent. Instead, a thin purple 
fog began to emit from his wrist, taking shape in the palm of his hand. He stared at 
it with great confusion and concern before slowly trying to close his grip on the 
gaseous substance. Strangely, as his grip began to tighten, so too did the object 
solidify, a handle around where has hand grabbed, large chunks of brass along the 
ends of his knuckles. It was only a moment before the object finished constructing 
itself around his flesh; a black brass knuckle, perfectly formed to fit around his 
hand. 


“,.What does it mean?” Kurt questioned, starring at his weaponized hand, slowly 
loosening the tension on his grip and allowing the fog to flow free once more. 
Everyone had began to gather around him by this point, curious as to what in god’s 
name was going on, and yet, none of them could possibly answer Kurt’s inquiry. 
Justin rubbed at his chin a bit, trying to piece the pieces of the puzzle together. 


“That purple fog is part of you, part of being a shadow.” Justin tried to form a theory 
out loud, stringing together everything he knew about shadows and that fog to form 
a logical thesis on the issue. “The most I’ve ever seen it used for is to take control 
of someone’s muscles, to manipulate people... But is it possible for the fog to 
manipulate itself and the world around it? Now that | think about it... When a 
shadow dies, it becomes that fog, right? Does the fog necessarily have to take the 
shape of a human? Maybe it can take the shape of... say... a flower.” 


“That explains why, but... how?” Kurt questioned. He never tried to make a flower 
or make brass knuckles. If it was true that this fog allowed him to manipulate his 
own form, to create life, and materials, and all there was to make, how exactly did 
he control it. All he did was get angry and his fists had turned into deadly weapons. 
All he had done was think positive and he had made a flower. Was it as simple as 
just feeling? There surely had to be more to it. 


“| don’t know. We’ll have to figure it out with time.” Justin remarked, slightly 
saddened by his inability to teach Kurt how to control whatever it was he had here, 
saddened by his lack of understanding of shadow nature. The best he could do was 
try to help him learn, to be there to point him in the right direction and encourage 
him to keep going. “But for now; we need to get searching for Naoto.” 


And so here they were; a half hour or so later, standing in front of something Justin 
could only describe as a secret base ripped straight out of an Austin Powers movie. 
It was large, cartoonish, cheesy, but very fascinating in its construction; how doors 
would slide open like they always did in those science fiction movies. By all 


accounts, this was the military bunker they always seemed to have in those action 
and science fiction movies; it eve had those yellow and black caution bars. 
Everyone was Starring on with a sense of child like wonder, fascinated by the sheer 
scope, the sheer ingenuity of the building Rise had lead them too. 


“It's all sci-fi... Heyyy, doesn't it remind you of those secret hideouts in live action 
shows?” Yosuke remarked out loud, trying to draw some sort of comparison to 
things they knew to make sense of it all. At the moment, the best he could think of 
was children television shows, like old cartoons. Perhaps thinking of something so 
childish would be what would get him through all of this anyway, blinding him to 
what ever dark secrets this bunker may hold. 


“What, like Power Rangers?” Justin remarked out loud, trying to see if he was on the 
Same page as Yosuke. Of course, everyone just gave Justin a funny look, and for 
good reason. Power Rangers wasn’t a thing over here in Japan, they had something 
else instead, a name that had almost escapepd Justin. After all, whatever the 
Japanese counterpart was, it didn’t have a theme song by Buckethead. “Sorry, it’s 
the American version of Neo Feathermen.” 


“Oh yeah... | used to watch Featherman all the time when | was a kid.” Kanji 
remarked, the comparison finally starting to click. 


“| hear that those are really tough shoots. A lot of the actors do their own stunts, 
like jumping through fire themselves.” Rise mused a loud, perhaps drawing the 
Investigation team a little further of topic than they should have been. Alas, most of 
them seem interested in the topic all the same, so no one really mentioned that 
they had a task to get to. It was probably worth noting that all the Americans in the 
vicinity thought Rise was full of shit. All of that stuff was CGI these days, and even 
back in the 90’s,they had special effects for that crap. They couldn’t risk the actors 
getting hurt; just ask the directors of that Twilight Zone reboot that fucking killed 
everyone. 


“Well, it's every man's dream to do that stuff.” Yosuke decided that his opinion was 
a representative of the entire male populace. It wasn’t entirely untrue of course, but 
damn, Yosuke should really learn to speak for himself and not every single guy on 
the face of the earth. It’s that kind of shit that everyone in trouble when HE decided 
to fuck everything up. Justin shrugged a bit. 


“| don’t know; | think I’d rather be a rock star than a crime fighter.” Justin countered 
Yosuke’s claim to the contrary. Both were some pretty sweet options, but Justin 
would rather take the right to act like a complete asshole on stage and still have 
your fans love you. Only rock stars could throw fans of the stage and get cheered on 
after all. Yosuke shrugged a bit, indifferent on the matter. You’d think he’d change 
his mindset considering he played guitar too, but alas, it seemed it was little more 
than a hobby, not a passion. 


“Yeah, | can understand that. They're action-based, like kung fu movies. And just 
the phrase ‘secret hideout’ has this exciting ring to it! Actually, when | was a kid, | 
had my own secret place near the mountain by Yukiko's house. I'd pretend that a 
legendary kung fu master was teaching me special techniques.” Chie mused on her 
childhood for a brief moment, a little overly excited by the prospect of a secret 
base. It was kind of adorable in a way, to see her deteriorate into this sense of 
childlike wonder and enthusiasm; her imagination running free. And for that reason, 
you could see Justin smiling awkwardly, eyes resting easily upon her as she 
awkwardly struck one of her kung-fu poses; perhaps to try and convince the others 
she really was learning from a legendary kung-fu master. It’s a shame that it took 
murders and kidnapping to really bring out the best of them. Yosuke groaned as 
Chie went on her tirade about her childhood expeditions. 


“You got it all wrong...” Yosuke groaned, annoyed that Chie couldn’t seem to tell 
the difference between fighting crime and wearing a kick ass costume, and just 
knowing kung-fu. “But hey, so this secret hideout thingy came from Naoto's mind? | 
guess our proper boy detective isn't as grown up as he looks. Alright, let's get 
going.” Yosuke ordered before attempting to take the lead. Yu kind of stopped that 
with a little bit of a glare, as though to dare him to try and take the role of leader. 
For what was essentially a democracy, everyone seemed to be under the 
preconception that Yu was their leader; and that seemed to have gone to his head. 
All the same, they all departed slowly in a large group... All but Kurt, who simply 
stood there and stared at the strange building in front of him. Justin of course 
noticed and stopped for a moment to turn and face him. 


“Hey you all right?” Justin questioned with great concern. Kurt smiled a bit as he 
stared at the world around him. He couldn’t explain what he was feeling right now; 
this sense of sick dread in his stomach, anger and hatred for the vile world around 
him, yet... so calm and at peace; like he had been here all his life. There was a good 
chance he HAD lived here all his life, though, so that would be expected. Kurt shook 
his head, a grin on his face. 


“Home sweet home, huh?” 


